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My wordes a GlafTe

for the to looke vpon.

To the whom God,

in tender yeares hath lent.

A to warden es,

that maye be mufed vpon,

Suche towardenes,

as in more grauer yeares,

Doth fure a hope,

of greater thyngs pretende.

Thy noble mynde,

that to thy frendes appeare,

Doth fhowe the bind,

wherof thou dofle defcende,

The gentlenes,

thou vfefl vnto all fuche,

As fmallye haue

deferued good wyll of the,

Doth Ihowe the grace>

thou haft that fure is muche,

As euer yet,

in any I dyd fe,

That wyt as rype,

as Nature well can gyue,

Declares a grea*

ter hope than all the reft,

That mall remayne,

to the whilfl thou dofle lyue,

In defperate yls,

a Medycyne euer prefL

Thy good behauyour,

of thy felfe in place

Wherfoeuer that

thou chauncefl for to lyght,

So much both beautie,

mynde and wyt doth grace

As well can be

requyred of any wyght